I can forgive my lover her pretty fancies,
her sweet disdains, her artifice of anger,
her slights imposed with childish elegances,
my banishments decreed in spite of langour,
nor grieve when in and out of love she dances,
or with sweet harshness pleads that I derange her
upon some busyness that she advances,
as her excuse for making me a stranger.
Nor chide her when she glimmers like a wraith
between offence and friendship, muffling both,
but if she call me fickle or doth reprove
my stainless loyalty or doubts my faith,
she doth commit upon my inmost troth
the sin against the Holy Ghost of love.